rauikner 


UAN Benet, who has died aged 65, 

was regarded by many as Spain’s 
finest contemporary novelist. Yet it 
was only with his death that his 
country seemed to notice that Be- 
net’s contribution to literature had 
been afforded meagre recom} 
and scant recognition in his li 

None of the glittering prizes eg 
his way. ano eats Pelee BEND 28 2 
candidate, he was never elected to the 
Royal Spanish Academy. © 
If ever a writer had to for 
acceptance, it was Benet. He had to 
meet the cost of publishing his first 
book, Nunca llegaras a nada (You'll 
Never Amount To Anything). It ap- 
peared in 1961 and went almost unno- 
ticed. It took seven years — and 
numerous rejections and rewrites — 
for his second and seminal work, 
Volverds a la regién (You'll Return 
To The Region).to come out. Even. 
then, it was published under an ex- 
traordinary contract which gave the 
publisher full rights in perpetuity. 
The deal later became the subject of 
a celebrated law suit, eventually 
settled in the publisher’s favour. 

Volveras a la regién introduced its 
readers to the characters and setting 
that were to dominate Benet’s work. 
‘Many critics regard Saw ante Sam- 
uel (Saul Before Samuel) as his mas- 
-terpiece, though it was the first vol- 
ume of his Herrumbrosas Lanzas 
(Rusty Lances) trilogy which won 
Benet his highest literary honour, 
the 1984 Premio de La Critica. 

Like much of Benet’s writing, both. 
books dealt with Spain’s civil war. 
That is perhaps a key to his lack of 
Tay fiae ay 6 poco 

s 
would rather not’ think about, it is 
their grandparents’ internecine 
bloodbath. 


Born in Madrid, Benet qualified as 


regarded as the “region” in which so 
much of his work was set. At no time 
was he able, or indeed keen, to de- 
vote himself full-time to writing. 
Apart from producing some.of the 
most elegant, scrupulous 
written this century, “Spain’s Faulk- 
Pie Stee ai eu ting 
een 4 
— several exhibitions were held of 
his oils and collages. Such a poly- 
mathic jus will leave an odd- 
shaped hole in the fabric of his coun- 
try’s cultural life. 


John Hooper 


Juan Benet, born 1927; died January 5, 
_ 1993. 


Leah Feldman 


ESTEE catty, yeaa) at the century 
pee Hl asa 20 acted eed 
ewish up- 

bringing in Warsaw and followed her 

sister to London. There she joined a 

group of anarchists of all national- 

ities at the famous Jubilee Street 


94, ran away from her 


Anarchy for the UK... . Leah Feldman on leaving Russia in 1928 


came active in the Yiddish language © 


unionism of the workers’ circles in 
the East End. 


The influx of Russian and Polish 
anarchists into 


Jewish East London, 
under the inspiration of Rudolf 

Rocker, German editor of the Arbei- 
terfraint, came to an end in 1917. 


fore the curtain fell on them was 
when a number were released from 
prison for the day to attend Peter 
Kropotkin’'s funeral in 1921, at which 
Emma Goldman spoke. Leah was 
among a group of women who sup- 
plied the flowers, stolen from Lenin’s 
ee the only source available. 
After that, Leah left Moscow to join 
Nestor Makhno’s anarchist militia 


erat Rerublic and foreign 
intervention. 

When Makhno’s army was finally 
defeated, Leah Feldman left and went 
to live first in Berlin and and then in 
Paris before returning to England. 
Now stateless in status as well as 


theory, she contracted a formal mar- 


riage to a British ex-serviceman 


which left her free to engage in anar-" 
chist 


all around the world, 


‘while she supported herself at the 


sewing machine. She worked tire- 
lessly for the Spanish anarchists — 
and was known among them as “la 
— in the war of 1936, and 
afterwards in resistance and exile, 
though becoming increasingly deaf 
and half blind. She also took part in 
the anti-Franco activities of the 
Angry Brigade and demonstrations 
for Sacco Vanzetti in the 1920s and 
1930s to the Black Flag campaigns for 
Spanish 


Resistance prisoners in the _ 


1970s, as well as the “Ban the Bomb” 
marches of the 1960s. 

In her seventies, she re-visited 
aes wa a wal attaront to'seek out 
the remnants of her family, ail 
whom had. 

In recent years she had a series of 


: street accidents due to her increasing 

Almost all the men rushed to join the’ 

Russian army in revolt, while many - 
Leah Feldman. 


blindness, which with her almost 
total deafriess made her life an ag- 
ony, but with the help of a few young 
anarchist:, she carried on defiantly, 
refusing any offers of financial or 
medical assistance-which she sus- 
pected catae from state, religious or 
charitable motives. 

- She was; the last link (other than in 
Russia) with the Makhna army, and 
also with the pre-first world war Jew- 
ish anarcaist workers movement in 
the East End of London. 


Albert Meltzer 


Leah Feld.nan (Downes), born 1888; 
died January 3, 1992. 


Leo Maguire 


ACTOR Leo Maguire, who 
has died suddenly at the age of 54, 
emerged from a Gorbals childhood to 
learn his craft at Glasgow’s Citizens 
Theatre very much under the guid- 
ance of Duncan Macrea. 

In 1956 he was cast as David Bal- 
four in Stevenson's Kidnapped, one 
of BBC’s prestigious classic series for 
Sunday afternoon TV. Fulton 
Mackay and Roddy Macmillan were 
other leads and lifelong influences. 
The Happiest Millionaire, on tour 
with Wi'fred Hyde White and at the 
Cambridge with Robert Beatty, was 
Leo’s first West End experience, as 
James Fox’s brother. 

I first knew him in 1962 when he 


Wok Uk LS. Oy ae re aa ero ate 


to the actress Jean Dallas, and their 
son Luke gave him lasting pride. 

Leo acted and wrote two films for 
the Children’s Film Foundation — 
first, Kadoyng! in which he played 
the eponymous hero, then Professor 
Popper for Charlie Drake. He also 
made many BBC radio broadcasts 
with the great Reggie Smith. 

He was a definitive Smee as my . 
side-kick in Peter Pan and a moving 
Bob Cratchit in A Christmas Carol at 
the Victoria Palace. His last London 
performances were a splendid Che’ 
McNamara in Bill Jesse’s Last Tram 
at the Gate, Light Up The Sky at the 
Globe, and a fine Mark Anthony in 
the Theatre Museum reading of the 
full canon with Robert Flemying, 
Keith Baxter and Ian Charleson. 

Maxine Audley had been in the last 
two productions and they had mar- 
ried in the late 1970s: her love and 
wisdom illuminated his last years. 

They appeared together with Kent Kenny 
Claston im Looking At Love, a warm 
and funny piece, at Hampstead in 

1977. After she died last July, Leo 
never recaptured his zest, and an 
illness in October left his resolution 
impaired and unable to make a full 
recovery. He was wildly gregarious, 
at times distinctly abrasive, an invet- 
erate letter writer, particularly of ap- 
preciation and encouragement. 

Many a world star has been taken 
aback by a dressing-room invasion _ 
by Leo, but he was always asked to 
stay because of his literacy, wit and 
unfailing generosity. His brother 
Frank recalls a night when the Rus- 
sian director Bondarchuk arrived at 
Leo's home expecting to stay an hour 
or 80, finally departing at Sam, the 
pair having delighted in each other’s 
company, with a liveried chauffeur 
having waited for nine hours. 


Alan Curtis ~ 


Leo Maguire, born November 5, 1938; 
died December 28, 1992. 


Cardew Robinson 


(death notice, December 28) kept his 
popularity with the public since his 
creation of Cardew The Cad, back in 
the early 1950s. This schoolboy char- 
acter made his name first on the 


comic paper, Radio Fun. The success 
of the cartoon series led to a film, 
Fun At St Fanny's, which brought 
Cardew new fame. 

Cardew Robinson became chiefly 
known for his limp-wristed, no- 
chinned silly ass, but in private life 
he was an insatiable writer of letters 
to newspapers, mostly on matters 
pertaining to roads, cricket and all 
manner of social questions. He inter- 
spersed his serious side by appearing 


‘in such popular series as Call My 


Bluff, Celebrity Squares and his star- 
ring role in the spectacular End Of 
The End Of The Pier Show. He was 
the author of a successfull comedy 
publication, How To Be A Failure, 
and co-author of The Hypochondri- 
ac’s Guide To Ill-Health. 


Cardew Robinson, born August 14, 1917; 
died December 27, 1992. 


yuu Boe. Be ee Lue Ue 


if it will stay the same for at least 
three months. 

I think I should buy galoshes. No 
one has communicated with me for 
two days. I think with equal dread of 
going on like this and of the classes, 
the academic invitations, the inter- 
views which lie ahead of me, and I 
remember really far worse days at 
Charlottesville where I had an apart- 
ment in a tiny house that seemed 
made of matchwood and which was 
stifling with the smell of talcum 
powder and deodorants; and Hous- 
ton where I stayed at the University 
Hotel on the campus looking out on 
an immense area of buildings like . 
railway sheds, with beyond them, 
miles away, a view of some im- 
mensely expensive-looking sky- 
scrapers, sprouting like a ring of 
toadstools out of the plain. It seems 
to me quite ridiculous I should 
spend so much of my life in such 
desultory circumstances, at my age 
when I ought to be surrounded by, é 
family, troops of irieads, and a iittle 
honour . . . But I think J have 
learned my lesson ‘already: that I 
simply have to try, in the little time 
Jeft me; to do work which will make 
up for the waste of so many years. 
Stephen Spender, Journals 1939-1983. 
Faber, 1985. 


thdays 


Geoffrey Bayldon, actor, 69; Alan 
Butcher, cricketer, 39; Hazel 
Counsell, circuit judge, ca Kenny 
Davern, jazz clarinettist, 58; 
Hunter Davies, journalist and 
author, 57; Gerald Durrell, 
zoologist and writer, 68; Tony 
ElHott, publisher, founder Time 
Out, 46; Sir James Harford, former 
colonial governor, 94; Tom 
Kiernan, rugby player, 54; Ilan La 
Frenais, screenwriter and 
producer, 56; Malcolm MacDonald, 
footballer and manager, 43; Ross 
Norman, squash player, 34; Sir 


t, Pilkington 
Glass, 73; Pani Prichard, cricketer, 
28; Lady (Esme) Scott, former 
chairman, Scottish Association of 
Citizens’ Advice Bureaux, Prof’ 
Keble Sykes, physical chemist, 72; 
Lord Taylor of Hadfield, founder, 
‘Taylor Woodrow Group, 88; Air 
Commodore Sir Peter Vanneck, 
former MEP, 71; Helen Worth, 
actress, 42; Will Wyatt, managing 
director, BBC Television, 51. 


Death notices 


SAMBLECOMBE Frederic Sankey Wiliam On 
December 26, 1992, Professor Frederic Stanley Wil- 
liam, CBE, MD, FRCP. A thanksgiving service for his 
life to be hetd at Exeter Cathedral on Friday, Febru- 
ary &, at Spm. 


SHH LANKA: LMR.A, IRIVAGOLLE 
KULIVAPITIYA §LP. Post independent era, 20th 
death anniversary, January 7, 1983. Remembrance 
ot ieee! father. A preiting Bua person 
great courage al ication 
strived to serve the netion, sdvocating non-violence, 
uphetding law and order, Human dignity, justice, de- 
spite all obstacies. A humanitarian philosopher, an 
orator Incomparable, but most of all a devoted 
father. May you be my father in births to come by, 
until attainment of Nibbana, These memories give us 
strength to distance ourgeives from tho gacadenco 
tnd depravity of tha present era. Daughter Char- 
drika and grandsons, 


RTo 


place your announcement telephone 07 1- 
420 1234 of 061-834 BESS. 


Jat. C7 APU 1196. Flee. 


In Memoriam 


NAN MILTON 


24th April 1913 - 23rd April 1996 


Rauch the wind in the clear day's dawnin', 
Blaws the cloods heelster gowdie o’er the bay, 
But there's mair than a rauch wind blawin' 
Through the great glen o' the warl' today 
It's a thocht that wad gar oor rottens, 

A' thae rogues that gan gallus fresh and gay, 
Tak the road and seek ither loanins, 

For their ill ploys tae sport and play. 


Nae mair will oer bonnie gallants 
Gang tae war when the braggarts croosely craw, 
Nor wee weans trae pitheid or clachan, 
Mourn the ships sailin' frac the Broomielaw. 
Broken families in lands we've harried 
Will curse Scotland the Brave nae mair, nae mair. 
Black ans white, each ti!! ither married, 
Mak the vile barracks o' their masters bare. 


Sae come all ye hame wi' trecdom, 

Never heed whit the hoodies croak for doom, 

In yer hoose, a' the bairns o' Adam, 

Can find breed, barley bree and painted room. 
When Melean meets wi' his freens in Springburn, 
A' the roses and geans will turn tac bloom, 

And the black boys beyont Nyanga 
Ding the fell gallows o' the burghers doon. 


Rauch the wind in the clear day's dawnin', 
Blaws the cloods heelster gowdie o'er the bay, 
But there's mair than a rauch wind blawin' 

Through the great glen o' the warl' today. 


Robert Lynn, anarchist; born 
Calton, Glasgow, 1924, died 
August 16, 1996, Glasgow 


ROBERT Lynn has snuffed it 
In the heart of Glasgow, the Cal 
ton hundreds of people are 
genuinely mourning the loss of 
one of its bestloved sons 

Born’ in the Calton in. the 
East End of Glasgow in 1924 
Robert went on to be educated 
at St Mungo's Academy. Leavy 
ing school at 14 vears of age he 
took up an engineering 
apprenticeship in the ship: 
yards. As a. class-conscious 
teenager he was swept up in 
the maelstrom of political 
activity of the war years in the 
British shipyard and engineer 
ing industties 

In 1943 the strike on Pyne 
side, which saw Jock Hasten 
and Roy Tearso imprisoned, 
quickly spread to the Clyde 
where many shipyards were 


brought’to 4 halt. Robert 
worked ins Yarrows as an 
apprentice and -became 


actively Involved in the strug 
gle for better wages and con 
ditions a battle that had to 
be fought and refought in 
ensuing years. 

During the Second World 
War the influential shop stew- 


‘ards’ committees were domi: 


nated by the Communist 
Party, but their policy of sub- 
ordinating the workers’ inter. 


j ests to thase of Soviet Russia 


'drew a 


withering fire fram 
ange byast Trotekvicts and 
non Communist Party sacial 


ists alike. This experience had 
a profound effectton Robert 
and it was then He began to 
nurture the ideas bf Bakunin 


syndicalism. 
In the post-War years 
Robert’s influencd in ship- 
building became increasingly 
irritating to both) employers 
and communist-led| union offi- 
cials, so he was ‘“tlacklisted” 
withe the approval of both 
sides. Unable to g#t work he 
joined the Merchant Navy as 
an engineering cfficer and 
spent some vears 
world and its j He 
devoured librafies and 
enveloped the beliefs of synii- 


early fifties he threw himself 
into everything: polities, mar 
riage and trade-unign activ{ty 
He became an actr¥e member 
of the Glasgow {Anarchist 
Group which consisted of 
Frank Leach, Jimmy Raeside 
and Eddie Shaw, Who were 
already well-respecjed names 
in anarchist circles, 

As the writer and academic 
anarchist George IWoodcock 
asserted: “The Glasgow Anar 
chist Group is the gnly group 
in the world where the ego- 
centric philosophids of Max 
Stirner teok root land were 
given popular exbression.” 
The anarchists Held open 
workers’ farums a) Renfrew 
Street, Glasgvaw, where anar 
ehists, Sociahst |Party of 


Great Britain (SPGB). nation- 
alists, and Trotskvists regsu- 


larly debated sometimes 
physically 

Here, in an open-air arena, 
ordinary working-class men 
and women discussed passion- 
ately the ideas of Feurbach., 
Clara Zetkin, Bakunin, 
Kropotkin and many, many 
others. Robert Lynn revelled in 
this —- what he called the Uni 
versity of Life. 

In the late fifties, with the 
departure of Leach and Shaw 
abroad, the Glasgow Anarchist 
Group disintegrated and the 
reorganisation was left to 
Robert. This he did by immers- 
ing himseif in his local com- 
munity of the Calton where he 
and Jean, his constant com- 
panion, became well-known, 
well respected and well-loved 
characters 

Rohert went back to indus- 
iry, working at Howden’s 


engineering plant in the South 
Side of Glasgow where he pro- 
moted his ideas of syndicalism 
and libertarianism. Sadly, 


thanks to trade union officials | 


who quickly recognised the | 


threat to their power, Robert’s 
views did not meet with any 
great success. 

However, it was the Glas- 
gow Anarchist Group of the 
early seventies which was to 
prove the mo * fruitful for 
Robert's 1 ~~. There came a 
massive. h‘ossoming of Litera- 
ture and direct action which 
exploded on the scene. The 
publication of pamphlets 
such as Practical Anarchy 
and Why Vote? all bearing 
Robert's signature, appeared 
and were read avidly by many 


people who, disillusioned 
with political parties of all 
shades, were drawn to the 


ideas of anarchism. 

A great number of evenis 
were initiated by Robert, espe- 
cially the now traditional Glas- 
gow Anarchist Summer School 
which attract libertarian 
socialists from all over Britain. 

His death was a blow to his 
family. his many friends and 
comrades and even to his 
political opponents. He was 
generous to a fault. and 
although he did not suffer fools 
gladly he rarely had a bad word 
to say about anyone even 
the worst of us. Robert is sur- 
vived by Jean and daughters 

Jean, Joan and Betty 


STUART CHRISTIE 


FREDDY ANDERSON 


11th September 1922 
10th December 2001 


FREDDY ANDERSON of Ballybay, County Monaghan was one of four children born to Fred and Minnie Ander- 
son. He had an elder brother Patrick and sisters Rose and Mona. 


FROM a very early age, Freddy excelled in writing. This was first noticed in primary school, and more so in secondary 
school in Tipperary and it came as a great surprise to all when he progressed to University College Dublin to study 
Architecture! 


TO Freddy - poet, lover of words and ideas - any interest in architecture soon waned and in 1942, he joined the RAF 
where he remained until the end of the war when the forces secured him a job as a museum attendant in Glasgow. 


FREDDY’S maturing writing talents, combined with his developing political awareness and increasing anger at the 
injustices in society, led him in 1947 to become an active participant in the Unity Theatre Company and the post war 
thriving Communist Party in Glasgow. Freddy remained in Glasgow where he met, fell in love, and in 1952 married 
Isabel Foy, a beautiful active member of the Communist Party. The family they hoped for seemed long in arriving, but 
in 1960, Paul, named after Paul Robeson, wonderful singer, and indomitable fighter for the rights of black Americans 
whom Freddy had met earlier the same year, was born. His sister Isabel and then brother Dermot, quickly followed. 
In due time, young Isabel was to graduate from Trinity College Dublin and Dermot from London University. 


For nearly 50 years, until her sudden death in January 2000, Freddy's wife, Isabel, was the wonderful support, 
comfort, love and mainstay in his life. 


HIS great gifts , not only of writing but perception and political acumen, were possibly best illustrated in the 50’s 
and 60’s when political activity in Britain was at its height. Street corner meetings, political debate, conferences - 
local, national and international, were, frequent, vibrant and rife and in Glasgow, Freddy's poetry was often part of the 
agenda. Even at the height of the “Cold War” a peaceful, socialist future where all men were brothers, seemed a hope- 
ful optimistic reality. Freddy's poetry was an often expressed belief of these post war times, “THE SUNBRIGHT 
FLOWER OF PEACE” become known and loved. Young Maisie Horn could quickly reduce to silence any noisy 
gathering, as she movingly intoned - “Ploughman, proud of the running furrow, Peace will bring great fields to 
you... 

And ending “I see an international crowd, of colours, faces, garments, creeds, Place hatred in its burial shroud and 
end the reign of Greed; I see them linked from land to land , across the seven seas, whilst in their midst the petals 


glow -THE SUNBRIGHT FLOWER OF PEACE.” 


The sun-bright flower, the lovely flower, 
The sun-bright flower of Man, 

With roots enriched by selfless deeds 
Since history began; 

That blossom grows in every land 

It decks the earth with grace, 
Entwining now the human heart 

To save the human race. 


FREDDY’S belief in the brotherhood of man never faltered, and a couple of months ago, ill, thin and frail, he 
struggled out to George Square to support the refugees of Sighthill after one of their number had been murdered ; 
then a week or so later to protest against the bombing of the people of Afghanistan. 


HIS hope was to add an additional chapter to his already published novel “Oiney Hoy” This was to be “Oiney in 


Glasgow”. It matters not that this was never achieved. “Oiney........”... is a masterpiece, both as a novel (which had 
been published) and a play (which had been produced.) As it now stands it is a wonderful complete work. 


WHAT Freddy’ friends have probably missed most in the past two years when he has been ill, have been his 
“Broadsheets.” 

PRODUCED on a regular, often daily, basis, he kept us up to date with topical, mostly political events and the 
current shenanigans, of the great and good! CLIFF RICHARDS, a singer, “born again of Billy Graham” and for 
ever claiming Christian morality, may well find himself immortalised as the last subject of Freddy’s lampooning. 
(December 1999) Freddy didn’t give a fig if multi-millionaire Cliff sang “The Lord’s Prayer”, till he (hopefully), 


choked, while plugging the “Hallowed” name on his Christmas special in his endeavour to add even more millions 
in his overflowing christian bank balance - but he was infuriated, when the “childish pop star” then plagiarised the 
tune of “Auld Lang Syne” to promote his “trash”! An extract from; 


HOLY CLIFF’S PRAYER December 1999 
O Lord, who in the heavens doth dwell, 
I soon will join you there mysel’ 


To share Thy glory............. 
Pm sure you're dying to hear, SIR CLIFFORD’S STORY! 


ON THIS TRIBUTE are listed Freddy's stories, poems, plays and writings. Missing and unfortunately too 
numerous to record are the hundreds, possibly thousands, of scurrilous, hysterically funny, heart-rending, and 
profound poems and ditties. These he wrote, then copied and passed around -at meetings - to queues at railway 
or bus stations - to drinkers in cafes, pubs coffee houses, garden parties, pubs - wherever he spotted a group of 
people, Freddy was never shy in introducing himself and giving his listeners the benefit of his opinion/wisdom. 


NEVER an overtly, thumping, party political, animal, Freddy Anderson’s compassionate, socialist, views were deep, 
unswerving, constant and remained all his life. He was uncompromising in his hatred of the capitalist system of 
society and religious hypocrisy. His lifelong hope was for the beautiful, equal, loving, survival of mankind. 


OUR CONDOLENCES GO TO PAUL, ISABEL AND DERMOT, PAUL'S SON AND FREDDY’S GRAND- 
SON, MARTIN 


BIBLIOGRAPHY 
Foursome reel Sunbright Flower of Peace 
Poems of an Irish Rebel At Glasgow Cross and other Poems 


Robert Burns in Glasgow - Pamphlet, later adapted for radio 

The Calton Weavers Play performed in Glasgow and Edinburgh 

Wee Willie Winkie - pantomime performed at Citizens Theatre Glasgow 

St Mungo was a Merry Saint - The Provan Spirit, The Ghost of Provanhall 

And The Lucky Midden - all full length plays, performed in Glasgow and Ediburgh. 

Oiney Hoy - a novel published by Polygon Press which he also adapted as a play and shown in 
Glasgow and Edinburgh 

Krassavy - full length play on the life of John McLean. Won Edinburgh Festival Fringe First in 
1979. 

Freddy spent much of his writing articles and poems for papers, magazines or often simply to pass 
around his friends and others along the way. 

In 1970 he won the Girvan Folk Festival Traditional Story Prize 

The International Poetry Contest in 1986 - First prize in Scottish Section 

The “Scotsman” award at the Edinburgh Festival 1987 

“Irish Post! Award 1991 and the Society of British Authors Award 1992. 


WE ARE ALL THE POORER FOR HIS PASSING 


FREDDY ANDERSON 


117 SEPTEMBER 1922 - 10™ DECEMBER 2001. 


THE INTERNATIONAL 
1. 
Arise ye starvlings from your slumbers 
Arise ye criminals of want 
For reason in revolt now thunders, and at last ends the age of cant. 
Now away with all your superstitions, servile masses, arise, arise, 


We'll change forthwith the old conditions, and spurn the dust to win the prize. 


Chorus THEN COMRADES, COME RALLY AND THE LAST FIGHT LET US FACE, 
THEINTERNATIONALE, UNITES THE HUMAN RACE. 

THEN COMRADES, COME RALLY AND THE LAST FIGHT LET US FACE - 
THEINTERNATIONALE, UNITES THE HUMAN RACE. 


2. 

No saviour from on high delivers, 

No trust have we in prince or peer 

Our own right hand the chains must sever, 
Chains of hatred greed and fear. 

Ere the thieves will out with their booty 
And to all give a happier lot, 

Each at his forge must do his duty, 

And strike the iron while its hot. 


Chorus THEN COMRADES........ 


B: 

We peasants, artisans and others, enrolled amongst the sons of toil, 
Shall claim the earth henceforth as brothers, 

Drive the indolent from the soil. 

Our flesh too long has served the ravine, 

We've too long been the vultures prey, 

But now no more the spirit craven, 


The dawn brings forth a brighter day. 


Chorus THEN COMRADES....... 


